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Very few human voices sounded across the town.
Here and there one might sometimes distinguish a loud
cry or a prayer at a dinner party. Laughter and music
of any kind were completely absent.

About twenty-seven years ago an Indian carried a
phonograph (Edison type) to Mecca with the object,
I fancy, of earning some money to pay for his pilgrimage.
The early instruments then in use were very small and
it was easy for him to bring it to the Holy Town among
his luggage. He was quartered in a house near the
Bazaar and when the little apparatus started to grind
out its few tunes, a great mob of Arabs assembled in
the street without,

"Evil spirits are in that house," they called.

This commotion was very soon reported to the Wall,
the head of the Turkish military forces, and the official
forthwith despatched soldiers to arrest all the people
of the caravanserai.

"What magic have you been practising?" he de-
manded angrily after they appeared in the Presence.
The phonograph was placed on the sunny ground in
front of the Judge's bench, and as a preliminary the
Wali ordered it to be confiscated. In view of the un-
precedented nature of the complaint he then sent word
to the Shereef of Mecca, the political ruler of the whole
country around. The latter asked that the machine
should be brought to him and the whole story related.
When the frightened Indian had made obeisance in the
Throne Yard, the Shereef called for a demonstration of
his phonograph. Now the pilgrim only possessed a few